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Ruth B. Owen 
To Speak At 
Newman Club 


Ruth Bryan Owen, America’s first 
woman diplomat and daughter of the 
late William Jennings Bryan, will 
be the speaker at the Newman Club 
Scholarship Lecture. The lecture is 
to be given on December 15 at our 
college. 

Mrs. Owen (Rhode) possesses the 
“silver tongued” oratory of her dis- 
tinguished father, William Jennings 
Bryan, coupled with a womanly 
charm and magnetism of her own. 
She is one of the world’s few great 
women, 

Mrs. Owen was the first woman 
to represent the “Old South” in Con- 
gress, the¥first woman to serve on 
the Congressional Foreign Affairs 
Comittee, and, as Minister Pleni- 
potefjtiary and Envoy Extraordinary 
to Denmark, had the distinction of 

Becoming America’s first woman 
diplmat. 

She was born into an environment 
of public=setvice as the daughter of 
William “Fetnings Bryan and Mary 
Baird Bryan. She began her speak- 
ing career as a young girl stumping 

~ for her father when he was battling 
for the presidency of the United 
States. During the first world war 
she was joint Secretary-Treasurer 
with Mrs. Herbert Hoover of the 
American Women’s War Relief Fund 
in London, and later served as nurse 
in the Egypt-Palestine campaign. 

As Congresswoman, it has been 
said that she had as large an influ- 
ence on legislation as any Congress- 
man ever had during one term. She 
was no less successful during her 
three years in the diplomatic service 
as Minister to Denmark. 

Today, Mrs. Owen is engaged in 
the most varied activities. In addi- 
tion to writing and lecturing, she is 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 


S.T.C. Welcomes 
The New Teachers 


Mrs. Allegrina G. Reid has been 
appointed instructor of music at our 
college. She was graduated from the 
Juilliard school of Music, and took 
a graduate degree at Boston Univer- 
sity School of Music. She studied 
music under a fellowship for a year 
at the University of London. She 
has been public school supervisor of 
music in Hopedale, teacher of music 
at Courtland, N. Y., and an in- 
structor at the Boston University 
School of Music. 

Other appointments are Miss Eliza- 
beth Barlow of Fall River, formerly 
of State Teachers College at Salem, 
English; Miss Dorothy Stafford of 
Cleveland, Ohio, formerly of State 
Teachers College at Fitchburg, phy- 
sical education; and Miss Vera K. 
Dean of Cavaliar, N. D., formerly 
at State Teachers College at Fitch- 


burg, geography. 


Glee Club Presents | Are You a 


Christmas Program 

This year the theme of the Glee 
Club program was a Christmas greet- 
ing to the Allied Nations. 

The first group sung by the entire 
Glee Club includes: “O Come, O 
Come Emanuel”; ‘“Paenis Angeli- 
cus,” with solo parts by Jean Gagnon; 
“Christmas Dawn,” and “Adeste Fi- 
delis.” 

The salute to the Allied Nations 
included “Christmas Eve in Ameri- 
ca”; “God Rest You Merry Gentle- 
men” of England; ‘Jeannette Isa- 
belle” of France; “Bohemian Christ- 
mas Carol” of Czechoslovakia; 
“The Christ is Coming” of Russia; 
“Little Shepherds” of Latin America; 
“Saint Basil’ of Greece; “Simple 
Birth” of the Netherlands; ‘Chinese 
Christmas Carol”; “The Perfect 
Rose” of Denmark; “Lullaby Carol” 
of Poland. These were sung by the 
group accompanied by Ruth Tucker. 

An instrumental selection was giv- 
en by the string and woodwind en- 
semble which includes: June Scott 
and Virginia McGinn, first violins; 
Mary Gagnon, second violin; Mary 
Reeves and Winifred Rushford, clari- 
nets. 

Officers of the club are; Barbara 
Cypher, president; Ruth Tucker, 
vice-president; Betty Kennedy, treas- 
urer; Ruth Connolly, secretary; 
Mary Cavanaugh and Eleanor Moo- 
sey, librarians. Mrs. Mabel Reid is 
the new faculty advisor. 


Letter to the Boys 


Dear Gang: 

Here it is Christmas again, and 
we miss you like the dickens. Lots 
of things are the same. The Christ- 
mas candles are in the windows; 
Santa Claus is back in Toyland; 
those violent red-and-orange ties have 
been dragged from beneath the coun- 
ters by enterprising clerks; gorgeous 
gift packages of Nuit D’Amour, “the 
scent of romance” are again on sale 
at Woolworth’s; cigarettes have 
donned new garb featuring holly 
berries and pin-up girls; the Glee 
Club is practicing Christmas carols; 
and we have all gone back to work 
as Santa Claus helpers. But some 
things are different. The laughing 
Santa is gone from MacInnes’ window 
and with it disappears some of life’s 
joy; those red-and-orange ties don’t 
look so well with a uniform so we 
can’t buy them; Nuit D’Amour, even 
if someone gave it to us, would be 
wasted on desert air this year; the 
Bach choir has disbanded (at this 
point we can hear Dickie Boulay’s 
heart breaking); and you’re away. 
But it isn’t for long and we'll have 
a bigger Christmas tree when you 
come back. So wherever you are, 
Foxie, Flip, Charlie, Dick, Paul, 
John, Hultie, Leo, Eli, Fred, Al, 
Sully, Dr. Beals, and George, we 
hope you have a happy Christmas. 
We'll be thinking of you. 

Love 
From the Rest of Us. 


Morale Lifter? 


i 


Thanks to the Yanks 


“T’m beginning to feel like the 
Chaplain the yay the boys come to 
me complaining about their shoes, 
clothing, and equipment—. Nobody 
seems to have winter O.D. uniforms 
that fit! You’d be surprised the way 
that some of the boys have changed 
in a year or so. The fat are skinny, 
the short are tall—it would be car- 
tying it too far-to say that the tall 
have become short.” 

Extras BARSOUM 

Cheer up girls, maybe wrinkly 
rayons aren’t so bad after all! 

“Right now I am writing from the 
Y.M.C.A. where there is to be a 
dance tonight. However, the attend- 
ant allows seven servicemen to enter 
for every hostess. Some fun!” 

JoHN ME Lia 

Somehow, it seems that lots of 
problems would be solved if S.T.C. 
had such dances. 

“We are under a physical strain 
as well as a mental one. The school 
building is a mile away from our 
barracks so that having to go there 
three times a day makes a walk of 
about six miles. Besides that we 
have an hour and a half of exercises 
four days a week. This is usually 
devoted to drilling. All of this walk- 
ing isn’t any fun, even for the young- 
est of us.” 

Grorce Latrp 
‘I dare anyone to tell George that 
we need an elevator for our library! 

“T’m more firmly convinced than 
ever that teaching is the best job 


Christmas, 1943 


Christmas in a world ablaze with 
war is no longer a season of hectic 
pleasure and extravagant celebra- 
tions. Hardships, sacrifices, and sor- 
row have turned our hearts and minds 
to the spiritual truth of the first 
Christmas. Stripped of trivialities 
and false standards, we sense the 
nearness of the Eternal God. With 
chastened hearts we join in the an- 
gels’ song, “Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace to men 
of good will.” 

Millions of American families will 
observe this Christmas united only 
in spirit with husband, brother, son, 
or sweetheart on some far flung bat- 
tle front. You will pray to God that 
your soldier may be safe and that 
he may return to you unseared, 
unembittered by the brutalities of a 
ghastly war. 

The chaplains of the United States 
Army bring to us this message in, 
hope that it will help to lighten the 
burden you must bear; 

“Wherever Americans fight this 
war, they carry with them their faith. 
As you at home turn to your faith 
in God this Christmas, so do they. 
Engaged in a task of severe disci- 


Junior Prom Is 
Held December 
11th at College 


On December 11, our college gym- 
nasium was magically transformed 
into a ‘Winter Wonderland.” Amidst 
a background of soft, white flaky 
snow, we found ourselves gliding to 
the haunting strains of such roman- 
tic music as “Winter Wonderland,” 
and “White Christmas.” Evidences 
of skiing, sliding, snow-shoeing, and 
other winter sports completed the 
main theme of the dance. What 
more could you have desired? The 
Carnival Queen, a member of the 
Junior Class, reigned most charm- 
ingly. 

Music for the dance was provided 
by Morty Gould. The chaperones 
were Miss O’Donnell, faculty advisor 
for the class, and Mr. and Mrs. Ed- 
mund C. Osborne. 


JUNIOR PROM COMMITTEES 
Social Chairman—Eva Frazier. 
Decoration Committee — Betty 

Holm, Chairman, Louise Temple. 

Orchestra Committee — Virginia 

Palmer, Chairman, Alice Syverson, 

Betty Kennedy, Marie Kenary, Mau- 

reen Cove. 

Chaperone Committee — Celestine 

Terroy, Chairman, Lorraine Dunn, 

Eleanor Wentworth, Martha Russin. 

Dance Orders — Claire George, 

Chairman, Dorothy Holden, Marga- 

ret Halley, Janet Marsh. 


~ 9 

Congrats’ - - 
to President Carpenter for the 
high spirit he maintains day after 
day. 
to Mr. Osborne for the fine way 
he managed to keep the Budget meet- 
ings under control. 
to our librarian, Miss Fitch, for 
her ever ready cooperation and help- 
fulness. 


pline, of painful trial, they are sus- 
tained by the faith which sustains 
you at home. While you pray this 
Christmas, so do they, that God may 
grant that out of this holocaust will 
emerge a world in which Christmas 
will again be a time of peace and 
happiness.’ 


Fighting Quotes 
“Never go out to meet trouble. 
If you just sit still, nine times out of 


in the world, even though it’s not 
the most lucrative profession. After 
attending Ohio State for over a month 
now, I still think that small schools 
are by far the best.” 
; Lro SULLIVAN 
Leo has been doing some sound 
thinking. The results should make 
us think too! 
Pfc. Richard V. Beals, 31264370; 
Bat. B. 8th Battalion, Ist Platoon, 
Fort Eustis, Virginia. 
Pfc. Richard Boulay, 31188340; 
Hdqtrs. 345, Bomb G.P. (M) 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 


ten someone will intercept it before 
it reaches you.’’—Calvin Coolidge. 

“Hang on to this fellow. He writes 
the best letters in the detachment.” 
(Notation on a letter received by a 
girl from a fellow in Sicily. It was 
written by the censor.) 

“Those who expect to reap the 
blessings of freedom must, like men, 
undergo the fatigue of supporting 
it."—Thomas Paine. 

“We would prefer to see our ci- 
ties disappear like burning torches 
rather than ever submit to Nazism.” 

—Pres. Elie Lescot of Haiti. 


to Miss Banigan and her never 
failing sense of humor which is most 
becoming. 

to the Freshmen for bringing Hen- 
ry to us. 

to the Sophomores for their conti- 
nued originality. 

to the Juniors for not becoming 
completely annihilated. 

to the Seniors. They did it again. 

to Peg Scarry and Pat Looney up- 
on their recent invitation to Kappa 
Delta Pi. 

to Emmet Fink for pulling the 
strings. 
to Eleanor Wentworth and Louise 

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 


Mr. Leo Goyette Is Our 
New Janitor at S.T.C. 


When our new janitor was ap- 
proached for information about him- 
self, all he told us was his name. We 
do know, however, that he is friendly, 
modest, and willing to cooperate. We 
hope that Mr. Leo Goyette will find 
working with us a real pleasure. : 


THE ACORN 
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Barbara A, Stewart 
Eleanor Looney 
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Club Editor 
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“Let us then be up and doing, 
With a heart for any fate. 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labour and to wait.” 

—Longfellow 

Bill is an average American boy. He’s someone you know, someone 
you like. Perhaps he’s your little brother grown up; the friendly next 
door neighbor; or the fellow that makes your happy little heart sing at 
the mere mention of his name. But there’s more to Bill than that. He’s 
a soldier—a human machine—a man fighting for the American way of 
life. Fighting for you, me, all of us, and for the ideals which are so dear 
to each and every one of us. He knows the true meaning of war. 

To be sure, many of us cannot do the job that Bill is so capably doing. 
But we can help him, and he is counting on us just as much as we look 
up to him. Don’t you suppose that he would much rather be hearing 
the yelling and cheering that accompanies the good old American base- 
ball game in contrast to the zooming, death striking noise of a Zero, 
piloted by a peanut-faced Jap? 

Stop for a moment and ask yourself this question: Am I worth fight- 
ing for? Well, are you? Only you yourself can answer this question hon- 
estly. 

If you go about, day after day, with an empty look on your face, 
constantly grumbling because you can’t buy this; if you are the type 
of person who delights in spending money for spending’s sake; if you 
have recently acquired this attitude, “Well, after all, I didn’t ask for it 
so why should I be concerned;” if you remain idle and brood about 
things that don’t really matter; if you don’t face your problems fairly 
and squarely with the idea in mind that faith can conquer all—, then 
you're not worth fighting for. 

As the saying goes, there are two sides to every question. But there 
are exceptions to every rule. Where the lives of millions of human beings 
are concerned, there can be only one side for Americans to uphold. 

Be fair and honest with yourself. Remember, every dragon you kill 
makes you stronger against the next problem that assails you. If you 
find yourself faced with a real crisis, do something. Find a vital task 
that needs doing, whether it be for yourself or someone else. Work twice 
as hard. Be happy and cheerful. Yes, it’s a hard thing to do. But 
remember Bill; his job is not an easy one. Cooperate and give your serv- 
ices willingly when you are called upon to do so. We are asked to do so 
very little in comparison to what Bill does. He may give his life; that 
depends upon you. If you look upon each passing day with the true 
American spirit, and a prayer in your heart that says—Thank God I 
have the future to look forward to—then you're worth fighting for. Bill 
and all the other American boys will not have fought in vain. 

The only thing permanent in this world is change. Today, more than 
ever before, we find that changes are occurring so frequently and suddenly, 
that one has to be constantly on the alert to keep abreast of the times. 

War not only affects society as a whole. It has its powerful seeds deeply 
planted in small groups as well as in individuals. 

Our college is one of the small groups to which I am referring. We have 
changed from the happy-go-lucky youth to serious, quiet, and thoughtful 
men and women—a change which is inevitable in our modern surroundings. 

Things about our college have changed greatly. We notice the under- 
current of confusion and discontentment prevalent among our students. 
Many of our class mates are now enrolled in the armed forces of Uncle 
Sam. Their vacancies can never be filled. Then again, many of our 
former students are engaged in essential war work. They too have an- 
swered America’s call. This year, there was a considerable change in 
our faculty. To our new professors, we extend a hearty welcome; to 
those who have left us, we wish them success in every way possible. 
Little do they know of the feeling of gratitude and warmth they have 
left in the hearts of their former students and friends. 


This and That 


Holding hands on the street which 
was always lots of fun but consid- 
ered bad taste or silly is back for 
the duration. This roving reporter 
has drawn his own conclusions after 
viewing thousands of service men 


| with their lassies walking on the 


streets of U. S. cities and towns, 
oblivious of everything but them- 
selves, 

Handholding is definitely an art. 
It is an interesting study to observe 
these charming interlockers and in- 
terweavings. Have you ever seen a 
fellow cup his hand about his girl- 
friend’s elbow and navigate her 
through a crowd? Another anxious 
lover links his arm through the girl’s 
and then in some way grabs her hand. 
No one is going to steal her. Then 
| there is the six foot three, two hun- 
dred pounder, who tightly holds the 
little finger of his five footer, and 
blissfully strolls along. Other varie- 
ties are the handcuff clasp, where the 
boy encircles the girl’s wrist with 
his hand and lastly we have the 
couple who interlock fingers. 

Ah well, it’s a lover’s custom and 
maybe they’ve got something after 
all. 

The war strategists of the lounge 
predict that “the war can’t possibly 
last much longer; our morale can’t 
stand it.” Won’t it be great when 
we can start worrying again about 


‘what’ and not ‘who’ we'll be wear- 
ing to the next dance. 

I overheard a clever suggestion 
for paying off the war debt. After 
the peace, the boys could bring 
Adolph and Tojo back to the states, 
put them in a cage and exhibit them 
in circus shows at a dollar a peek. 
Americans are rather gullible you 
know. 


Latin Club Meetings 


Proved Successful 

The “Sorores Togatae,”’ though 
minute in number, has an exceed- 
ingly promising year in view. 

Under the guidance of Mr. Jones, 
faculty advisor, the September and 
October meetings proved to be suc- 
cessful. Florence Krajewski assumed 
her duties as consul and Barbara 
Conway those of Secretary-Treas- 
urer. 

The subject of this year’s topics was 
decided to be that of discussions con- 
cerning Greek and Roman authors. 
The first report was given by Flor- 
ence Krajewski at the October meet- 
ing. Her fine summary of Suetonius’ 
Life of Caesar found wide interest 
in her fellow-members. 

Therefore, to get a different aspect 
of some of the Greek and Roman 
writers with whom you should be- 
come familiar, attend the next meet- 
ing of this enlightening Latin Club. 


Newman Club Elects 
Officers at First Meeting 
At its first meeting of the year, 
the Newman Club elected board 
members and officers. The officers 
for the year are: Mary Houlihan, 
president; Maureen Cove, vice-presi- 
dent; Virginia Palmer, recording sec- 
retary; Betty McCann, correspond- 
ing secretary; and Ruth Conolly, 
treasurer. New members from the 
Freshmen class were welcomed into 


Walking Through 
a Cemetery 


In defiance of many queer and 
utterly absurd superstitions, I walked 
through a cemetery one night. I was 
at first, nervous and frightened, as 
I had been before my first ride on 
a roller coaster. After this sensa- 
tion had worn, however, I was struck 
by the beauty of the pale moonlight 
filtering through the trees onto the 
rows of gravestones. 

Here, I felt, was a world within 
a world, a good world within a 
wicked one. Here everything, even 
the rustling and whispering of the 
leaves, suggested peace. Here, quiet 
and contentment reigned undisturbed 
by any of this world’s strife and 
misery. The silence was so meaning- 
ful and the stillness so complete that 
I could hear my heart pounding. 

Looking over the vastness of the 
place and what it stood for gave me 
a terrifying pang at my own insigni- 
ficance, at my own littleness. I real- 
ized that in the earth around me, 
perhaps even under my feet, were 
thousands of different people, all re- 
| duced to the same thing. Lowell, 
Murphy, Cohen, Smith—people from 
every nationality and social groups 
were at last all alike in the eyes of 
the world and of their Creator. I 
was struck with the realization that 
Someone higher and mightier than 
ourselves acts as a stabilizer and 
keeps us on an even keel, sometimes 
jolting us severely in the process. 

I went into the cemetery in a spirit 
of defiance and I came out much the 
richer and wiser for my fifteen-min- 
ute stay. 


Hoping 
For the moment you have forgotten 
That glorious day we met, 
The lovely spring was in the air— 
Should I, too, try to forget? 


Should I forget those eyes of brown, 
The hair with its lonesome wave, 
The funny way in which you laugh, 
Your face when serious and grave? 


Should I forget that smile so quick 
Which somehow never failed 

To hasten the beats of my heart 
As on high my spirits sailed? 


Should I forget that winter day— 
The day you held my hand? 

Should I forget the notes you sent, 
And our walks in snow and sand? 


I’m certain I'll always love you 
To forget would be in vain, 

So I'll keep on with my existence 
In hopes you’ll remember again. 


CELESTINE TeErRROY, 45 


“Tf it be my lot to crawl, I will 
crawl willingly, if to fly, I will fly 
with alacrity, but, as long as I can 
avoid it, I will never be unhappy.” 

—Sidney Smith 


the club. At this meeting, plans 
were discussed for a dance which was 
held November 20th, with the Wor- 
cester Tech Newman Club. Music 
was provided by the top ranking 
bands in the country via records. Re- 
freshments were served and a good 
time was had by all. 


Christmas 

By Mary Hussey 
stands for Christ, 
Born on this day. 
Who came on this earth 
To drive sin away. 
means Holy, 
Which this day should be. 
It’s the birthday of Him, 
Who died for me. 
stands for the Roles 
We play each day, 
To enter the place 
That is bright and gay. 
means Incense 
Brought by the King. 
It was his gift 
For the Infant King. 
stands for Star, 
Which lighted the way, 
And shone all the time, 
Both night and day. 
means good Tidings 
Spread at His birth, 
By angels in Heaven, 
To people on earth. 
stands for Manger, 
Where the Christ was laid, 
On a bedding of straw, 
Which St. Joseph made. 
means the Angels 
Who sang their song, 
To spread the good news 
Through the ages along. 
stands for Savior, 


A babe from above. 
We give Him our hearts. 
He gave His love. 


Student Council Meets 
and Plans for the Year 

At the September twentieth meet- 
ing, the student council planned the 
club schedule for the year. Boxes 
to be sent to the service men, by all 
classes, was an accepted suggestion. 
It was decided that if a conference 
is held, delegates will be sent from 
the classes. 

The council projects for the year 
were discussed. Contributing to Blood 
Banks and aiding in bandage roll- 
ing are two of the activities which 
are, we hope, to receive generous 
support. 

The members of the council are: 
Marion Harrington, president; Vir- 
ginia Palmer, vice-president; Elsie 
Higgins, auditor; Mary Reeves, sec- 
retary; and, Eleanor Looney, Mar- 
garet Halley, Mary Foley. 


What’s Cookin’? 

To the members of the student 
body who are domestically inclined: 
SNAPPY GINGER SNAPS 

c. shortening 

c. sugar 

egg 

cup molasses 
tbsp. vinegar 
tbsp. cold water 
4% c. flour 

1 tbsp. soda 


1 tbsp. ginger 

Cream shortening with sugar. Add 
beaten egg, then molasses, vinegar, 
and cold water. Sift flour, soda, and 
ginger, then add to the first mixture. 
Stir in as much of the flour as you 
can, and knead in remainder. Roll 
out and cut in desired shapes. Bake 
10-12 minutes, in moderate oven 
(350-375 EF). 

Delicious, either thick or thin. 

Very attractive cut with Santa 
Clause cutter, decorated with colored 
frosting. LAURENDA Boyer 
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S.T.C. Holds Its Own 


’Twas a dreary, dull London morn- 
ing that the Boston and Maine train 
left the North Station. Gracing the 
dirty seats was no less a personage 
then yours truly, Matilda Runstein. 
There was I (not a-waitin at the 
Church) getting more and more ter- 
rified at the dilemma which was my 
own choice. Yes, I was on my way 
to Middlebury College in Vermont. 
Gone were all the faithful com- 
pagnons of the “smoker,” gone were 
all the profs who understood one so 
well. Looming but too close on the 
horizon was the prospect of a strange 
surrounding among foreigners (for- 
eigners are people who do not live 
in Massachusetts). But one last faith- 
ful friend was with me—my teddy 
bear. Come foe or flunking grades 
my bosom pal would suffer with me. 

The seven-hour train ride lasted 
over eight hours, but who was I to 
complain of poor service? The only 
thought in my mind at the time 
was—“I wonder how often the trains 
go from Middlebury to Boston?” 
But the horizon arrived and I dis- 
embarked upon a new field deter- 
mined to swallow my gloom and con- 
quer all the windmills on my path. 
How was I to know that I would be 
met by people speaking only French? 
And anyway, I didn’t know how to 
say where I was supposed to live— 
in French. But the school had been 
very considerate in sending me bag- 
gage tags—so I just pinned one onto 
the lapel of my trench coat and 
smiled my professional fitness smile. 
Sure enough, pretty soon a teacher 
from Maryland and a taxi-driver 
took’ compassion upon my youth (for 
I was carrying a teddy bear) and be- 
fore I could say “Il était une ber- 
gere,” there I was at the D.U. House. 
Boy! Was that a place—nicest on 
the campus. 

The moment I arrived into my 
own room I changed to my slacks— 
for as have always maintained—the 
only way to be at ease outwardly is 
to be dressed comfortably. Then off 
I went to register. And what do you 
suppose was the first thing that was 
placed in front of me? You guessed 
it. I had to sign an oath promising 
to speak French only during my 
seven weeks’ stay at the College. 
Well, I figured there’s only one way 
to get out of this and that is to 
sign in pencil. I did. But nobody 
else did—so I had no alternative but 
to speak French if I wanted to say 
anything. Has anybody ever known 
me not to want to say anything? 

After I had been at the college a 
few days, the dawn came. All one 
had to do was to relax. And the 
thoughts just naturally formed by 
themselves. The drill and drill and 
drill that I had unwillingly endured 
came to my rescue and I found that 
nobody but the profs noticed if I 
used the wrong tense of the verb. I 
pulled a boner one day in the Classe 
de Diction when I said that Mlle. 
McKelligett had a statue in her room 
that was sixteen feet high. But it 
was only the professor Mlle. Rey 
who questioned the size of our class- 
rooms at S.T.C. It was perfectly all 
right with the other students (?) if 
we held classes in Convention Hall 
or any reasonable facsimile thereof. 

Of the subject matter—. I bit off 


quite a mouthful and consequently 
had to study. When I say study I 
mean spending six to eight hours try- 
ing to translate a paragraph from 
For Whom the Bell Tolls or trying 
to get a nasal into a perfectly nice 
word like inconnu. And every time 
I got up from my desk it was with 
a sincere hope that some day I would 
return to S.T.C. where the teachers 
realize that other teachers give as- 
signments and where there can be a 
rebellion (class of ’44) if excuses are 
not accepted. (P.S. I passed all four 
courses that I took. Mostly through 
the efforts of my friends who kept 
reminding me that if I didn’t finish 
my homework I would be ostracized). 

Do you like beets? I did. But 
would you like beets if you had them 
once a day for three weeks running? 
Seemed as though the word betrave 
would automatically slip from my 
mouth. I would be furious with my- 
self when I got beets instead of 
string beans or carrots or something. 
But the waitresses were students and 
their pronunciation was quite similar 
to mine (with different twists reveal- 
ing the part of the country from 
which they had come) and it was 
difficult to keep the list of vegetables 
in mind. And so much as I would 
struggle to remember the word for 
string bean I inevitably got beets. 
(Miss Kittredge, please take note— 
no beets please.) 

You know our teacher assemblies? 
Well, we had two assemblies a‘ week 
and the Playhouse. And only the 
teachers would participate. Although 
the programs were supposed to be 
kept secret, everybody could tell who 
was going to perform. Because, teach- 
ers or not, they certainly got upset 
and harassed. And during class one 
could hear streams of French come 
pouring from their lips at the slight- 
est sign of stupidity (like a neon, I 
was). Perhaps it was just as well 
that many of us could not keep up 
with their words for even the teach- 
ers themselves would become flus- 
tered and red. 

By the way, you fellows—don’t 
feel too badly about your small num- 
ber. There were only about ten of 
the male species at Middlebury. 
BUT. There were fifteen’ hundred 
naval air cadets going to the English 
school. And we had to sign oaths 
promising to speak only French. It 
was surprising how many of those 
cadets learned to carry on French 
conversations. (I personally can 
vouch for two with whom I played 
tennis.) 

There is one thing that I learned 
at Middlebury and it is the very 
thought with which I should like to 
leave you. This may sound moral- 
istic, but those of you who know me 
know that I’m not inclined that way. 
Tt doesn’t matter what you know or 
what college you may have gone to. 
What really matters, is, being a reg- 
ular guy and willing to be one of the 
gang. Matitpa RunstTEIN, 44 


Kappa Delta Pi 


Miss Helen Nieminen, president of 
Kappa Delta Pi, has extended invi- 
tations of membership to Miss Mar- 
garet Scarry and Miss Eleanor Loon- 
ev. Both students are members of 
the Senior Class. 


THE ACORN 


Dramatie Club Has 


Interesting Meeting 


The Dramatic Club at its last 
meeting decided to aid in the war 
effort by presenting one-act plays 
to veterans at Devens and West 
Boylston. 

They are at work at present on a 
short Christmas play entitled, “Peace 
I Give Unto You.” Those participat- 
ing are: Barbara Tomolonius, Mar- 
garet Barsam, Claire George, Doro- 
thy Willard, Mary Gagnon. 


Le Cercle Francais 


Holds Xmas Party 


The annual Christmas party, or 
shouldn’t we say the Soirée de Noél 
of the Cercle Francais was held in 
traditional manner. A miracle play, 
“Le Tombeor de Notre Dame,” (Our 
Lady’s Tumbler), was presented for 
the fifth year. Claire Berthiaume 
had the role of the Virgin and Claire 
George was the Tombeor. The part 
of the Abbot was played by Barbara 
Straw, and his assistant by Barbara 
Tomolonius. The two other monks 
preparing their manuscripts were 
Patricia Daley and Doris Skrivars. 

Dorothy Willard and Lotta Reis 
were the angels and Catherine Henni- 
gan and Mary Gagnon the devils. 

Henry Halko was in charge of the 
stage, assisted by Frances Katunas, 
Mary McDonough and Margaret 
Murray. 

The scene was laid in an old mon- 
astery, and the twelfth century back- 
ground of the play was heightened 
by the music and lighting effects. 

After the play Pére Noél distrib- 
uted the gifts as the Club, grouped 
about the Christmas tree, sang the 
lovely old French carols. 


New Additions to 


Our Library 

Johnny Tremain, by Esther Forbes. 

Our Hearts Were Young and Gay, 
by Cornelia Otis Skinner and 
Emily Kimbrough. 

We Followed Our Hearts to Holly- 
wood, by Emily Kimbrough. 

The Duke, by Richard Aldington 
(Biography of Duke of Welling- 
ton). 

Prologue to New England, by Henry 
F. Howe. 

Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo, by Capt. 
Ted. W. Lawson. 

Long Were the Nights, by Hugh B. 
Cave. 

The Chiangs of China, by Elmer T. 
Clark. 

Reveille (War Poems by members of 
our armed forces), edited by Daniel 
Henderson, J. Kieran and Grant- 
land Rice. 

The Native’s Return, by Louis Adam- 
ic. 

My Native Land, by Louis Adamic. 

Between Tears and Laughter, by Lin 
Yutang. 

Burma Surgeon, by Gordon S. Sea- 
grave. 

The Robe, by Lloyd Douglas. 

So Little Time, by John P. Mar- 
quand, 

Under Cover, by John Roy Carlson. 

My Friend Flicka, by Mary O’Hara. 

Thunderhead, by Mary O’Hara. 


Debating Club 
Holds First Meeting 


The Debating Club held its first 
meeting October 14th and decided to 
make a study of Parliamentary and 
debating procedures for the first se- 
mester. The intercollegiate debating 
season is scheduled to begin in Feb- 
ruary. The question for debate will 
be the National Debate Question for 
1943-44: ‘Resolved: That the United 
States should cooperate in establish- 
ing and maintaining an International 
Police Force upon defeat of the Axis.” 
Since the president, Elias Barsoum, 
is now in the United States Army 
Air Force, the office of president had 
to be filled. The officers for the year 
are: President, Mary McDonnell; 
Vice President, Eleanor Moosey; Sec- 
retary, Margaret Barsam; Treasurer, 
Mary Bryson; Program Chairman, 
Geraldine Kane. Eleanor Looney 
and Eileen O’Leary will also take 
part in the debates. All students who 
are interested in debating are cor- 
dially invited to attend the next 
meeting. Miss Margaret M. Banigan 
is faculty advisor. 


With Apologies to 
Henry Longfellow 

Listen, my children, and you shall 
hear 

Of the plight of Freshmen, far and 
near. 

On September thirteenth, in the year 
forty three, 

Forty odd victims were paying the 
fee 

Required to enter State Teachers’ 
College 

Which in turn promised us, plenty 
of knowledge. 

When the first week had passed, the 
Freshmen were saying, 

“This school is a snap—as easy as 
playing.” 

However, time passed and homework 
piled on 

While faces became pale, peaked, 
and drawn. 

The worst news of all came in His- 
tory one day, 

When Dr. Farnsworth announced he 
had something to say. 

His oration brought news of a writ- 
ten exam, 

For which we lost sleep while trying 
to cram. 

The results were outrageous, 
spirits sank 


our 


When some of us found we composed 
the rear flank. 

In spite of our trials, we all love 
5.0.6: 

Where our teachers are patient and 
kind as can be. 

So classmates, next time you hear, 
“Freshman-poor soul,” 

Buck up and remember, we'll soon 
reach our goal. 

CAROLYN CARLSON 


“Let us be thankful for the fools. 
But for them the rest of us could not 
succeed.” 

—Mark Twain 


Page Three 


Shadows 


It seems that the Juniors are all 
authorities on Army rings (where 
and how to get them). Speaking of 
rings, the Seniors seem to know the 
answers when it comes to diamonds. 
Congratulations are now in order for 
Louise and we hope that her future will 
be as bright and lovely as her newly 
acquired sparkler. Who ever said that 
Sophomore girls were not popular? 
You disbelievers will just have to 
change your mind. After all, didn’t 
the only male member of the Fresh- 
man class escort a Sophomore lassie 
to the All College Dance? Then too, 
have you forgotten that Emmet Fink 
gave that honor to Mary Reeves, an- 
other Sophomore? One never knows, 
does one? 

ADVERTISEMENT—For print- 
ing engraving, and typing of any 
sort, please call upon the program 
committee of the Senior class. They 
will greet you with a happy smile, 
and will do their best to please. 
BUT, don’t expect to have miracles 
performed. 


The Freshmen have a request to 
make of the student body. It goes 
something like this— “Give us 
break; remember, you were freshmen 
once.” In other words, let’s all get 
acquainted. 


a 


Incidentally, four perfectly normal 
Junior Secondaries have become 
fiendish weather prophets because of 
a little thing called “sling psychro- 
meter.’ In case you have any ques- 
tions as to the meaning, the Diction- 
ary can be of help at times. 

Famous Last Words: “The kids 
are learning in spite of the teacher.” 
Never mind, Venise, we know better. 
“Motivation” is what counts, and 
we have yet to find anyone who can 
surpass you. It would be worth any- 
thing to look in on one of your 
classes. Why don’t you see what you 
can do along the vocal order? Per- 
haps you could even teach them 
“Cherries.” 

Summer, romance, moonlight and 
stuff—. Ask Alice and Virginia about 
Watch Hill and the Coastguards. 
Betty Kennedy has finally come to 
the conclusion that snakes can be 
baked on radiators. The art class is 
still wondering if Celestine found 
out what to do with the cow’s head. 
She always did have her troubles. 
Another question has been raised by 
the inquisitive Junior class. Just how 
far can Miss Banigan go back in 
that pliable chair of hers without 
any casualties? Perhaps the inquisi- 
tive ones would like to have tryouts. 
The Psychology class is amazed 
at the stories that come pouring forth 
from Peg Sullivan’s lips. If there are 
any “bad boys” (the criminally in- 
clined type), it seems that Peg has 
them in her class. We suggest that 
you become an author, Peg, and en- 
title your book, The Younger Gene- 
ration of No. Grafton. We predict 
that it'll be a best seller. 

We must not forget to commend 
Louise Temple for the fine way in 
which she welcomed back one of her 
former classmates at the All College 


“Send me airplanes, trucks, and 
guns—. If you can’t spare anything 
else, send me some French and In- 
dian War Tomahawks.” 

—General Douglas MacArthur 


Dance. A good time was had by all. 
If you ever miss an episode of 
“Super-Man” or ‘Smilin’ Jack,” 
Matilda will ease your troubled mind 
and set you straight again. It’s sur- 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 4) 
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een Oona“ 


Shadows 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 3) 


From One Girl 


prising how intriguing comics can be. To Another 

Could it be that you have not Honestly, I don’t know what this 
heard this one? It belongs to Flor- world is coming to. The man short- 
ence Krajewski (obtained from a fel-| 28€ !S really at a crucial stage. I wish 
low employee at Brockelman’s), about that I had had one to ask to the 
the man who ordered the ten pounds | Prom. I thought that perhaps I could 


of butter before the hoarder got 
there. 

For all the intellectuals interested 
in Moron jokes—add these to your 
list. The moron who took a chair 
to the hospital for Gangrene to set 
in; the moron who went into a flower 
shop and asked for a defense plant; 
and finally the moron who clals his 
girl Post Script because her name 
is Adeline. 


Freshmen 


bribe my brother to go, but he said 
that he was tired of escorting me to 
dances. Isn’t it pathetic the way the 
Freshmen learn to put on airs? As 
soon as they pass one of Dr. Farns- 
worth’s exams they walk around with 
| that stand offish-don’t-touch-me air. 
| And the Sophomores! Just because 
they aren't Freshmen any more they 
| think they are the upper crust. But 
| the Seniors—well, all I can say is 
| that it’s a good thing that we see them 
only once a week. Have you been 
doing all of your homework lately? 


Another school year has begun, and|] did every bit of it for the first 
another Freshmen class has started} month, but when my mother threat- 


Literary Club Meeting 
Held November 8th 
The first meeting of the Literary 
Club was held November eight. At 
this time, new members were wel- 
comed into the club. The president, 
Virginia Somerville, presented a re- 
view of the book “Paris Underground” 
by Etta Shiber. Eleanor Wentworth 
was elected to the office of vice-presi- 
dent. Celestine Terroy and Betty 
Holm were chosen to be the co-chair- 
men of the entertainment committee 
for this year. Other current best 
sellers were discussed at the meeting. 


Seedlings 
These are the times that try teach- 
ers’ souls—the secondaries are out 
|apprenticing. For the first time the 
field of public-school education is 
feeling the pinch of war. Every time 
the pupils look at us they rush out 


on their new careers. | 

At the first social function of the 
school year, many of the freshmen 
attended wth rather fine looking lads. 
Among those present were: Anne 
McCarthy, Jeanne Gagnon, Patricia 
Doyle, Dorothy Smith, Anne Ku- 
lesaza, and Mathilda Driscoll. 

Good Luck, Freshmen! 


Ruth B. Owen 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1) 
a member of the American Greenland 
Commissiqgn, collaborator with the 
U. S. Travel Bureau, member of the 
Adult Education Board of Columbia 
Broadcasting Company, member of 
the Board of Regents of the Univer- 
sity of Miami, and visiting Profes- 
sor in Government and Social Science 


at Monticello College, Godfrey, Ti | 


nois. Mrs. Owen holds four honorary 
degrees: LL.D. (1927), Rollins Col- 
lege; LL.D., L.H.D., (1931), Rus- 
sell Sage University; LL.D., (1935), 
Women’s College of Florida; L-H.D., 
(1938), Temple University. 

As a member of the Advisory 


Board of the Federal Reformatory! 


for Women at Alderson, West Vir- 
ginia, she is especially well equipped 
to speak with authority and first 
hand knowledge of prisons and pris- 
on reform. Her new lecture, “Ameri- 
ca’s Public Problem No. 1” deals 


with this important subject and is| 


one of her best lecture successes. 

Mrs. Owen is an orator of world 
fame. For the past two decades she 
has been one of the most popular 
figures on the lecture platform. 

The chairman of all the commit- 
tees is Mary Houlihan, president of 
the Newman Club. Other members 
are: Ruth Connolly, tickets; Doro- 
thy Holden, advertising; Phillipa 
Brady and Eleanor Looney, charge 
of correspondence; and Mary Mor- 
eau, Alumnae chairman. 


“Bashfulness is a very pretty thing, 


but, in my mind there is nothing on 


earth so impudent as an everlasting 


blush.” 
—Sheridan 


“Advice is seldom welcome; those 


who need it most like it least.” 
—Dr. Johnson 


ened to have me examined, I al to buy another war stamp so the war 
up a bit. Did you dance with that| Will be over quickly—Of course, 
Pre-Med student? I did, and when| everyone isn’t unpopular. There is 


| he began analyzing me that was go- 
ing too far. Have you joined Mrs. 
| Reid’s “Hopeless Voice Class’? Well, 
| enough is enough, so I guess I'd bet- 
|ter do some studying—I sincerely 
don’t want to flunk anything. 

Laura JACOBSON 


International Relations 
Club Starts Fifth Year 
| The International Relations Club, 
one of the more popular special in- 
| terest organizations of the college, 
| has embarked on its fifth annual voy- 
) age in the troubled seas of war, clash- 
ing economic interests, and plans for 
| post-war settlements. 

The club has an able and enthu- 
siastic executive body in the persons 
|of Phillipa Brady, President; Bar- 
| bara Stewart, Treasurer; Evelyn Lo- 
|} gan Secretary. 

At the first meeting, Mary Moreau 
reviewed the book entitled Russia. 
Plans for the next meeting and the 
current year were discussed. One of 
| the more specific problems which 
}enter into club discussions will be, 
“What will the United States want 
in the Peace Conference?” Other col- 
leges in Worcester and the county 
have been invited to participate in 
conference periods. 


Literary Type 
Sunday, Monday, or Always—Home- 
work. 
This Will Be My Shining Hour— 
Final Exams. 
O, What A Beautiful Morning—Sat- 


urday. 

Smoke Gets In Your Eyes—The 
Lounge. 

I Don’t Know How He Does It— 
Magician. 


In My Arms—Pile of Schoolbooks. 

No, No, No—Gum. 

They’re Either Too Young Or Too 
Old—General Opinion. 


“The greatest pleasure I know, is 
to do a good action by stealth, and 
to have it found out by accident.” 

—Charles Lamb 


the Vinnie Howe Fan Club No. 463; 
| the We-Want-Maloney-For-President 
Club; and even the We-Want-Rice- 
For-Anything-At-All Club—But we're 
happy. This is the first year the 
“problem children” have had any 
peace of mind (comparatively speak- 
| ing). If you can’t solve your prob- 
lems, send in a used diamond ring 
and we will send you Mr. O’Flynn’s 
|address—If Dr. Farnsworth’s eyes 
are a little red, he has a perfectly 
| legitimate excuse. Ask him how he 
|feels about “onions’—Mr. Fink’s 
eyes are red for another reason. He’s 
weeping for another lost friendship. 
That’s what comes of letting one’s 
subconscious get out of control. We’re 
keeping ours under lock and key— 
We're having a lot of trouble trying 
to remember all the stories that we 
have to tell Dr. Shaw when he gets 
back. And he might find one in 
Washington to match that night in 
—wWe haven’t seen much of the 
freshmen but in our wanderings we’ve 
found a few who might conceivably 
fill our shoes (with the proper train- 
ing, of course). Names and Ad- 
dresses on request—Our friend Dr. 
Beals writes that he is continuing 
his program. of guidance in Texas 
and adds that it is harder to walk 
back from a horse-back ride—In the 
absence of the good doctor we have 
developed a new expert in the field 
of human relations. For personal 
consultations see Miss Phillipa Brady 
S.S.S. Miss Brady had studied under 
all the leading demonstrators and 
spent three months this summer in 
field-work!—Someday when you’re 
feeling blue drop into Thom Mc- 
Can’s and watch the floorshow fea- 
turing the Misses Toombs, McCann, 
and Spongberg. It is definitely worth 
the price of admission. If that doesn’t 
help wander down to Sherer’s where 
the performance by misses Gagnon, 
McCarthy Houlihan, and Co. is fast- 
er and funnier but apt to run over- 
time—And if you’re still blue just 
wait around till February and we'll 
change all that. In the meantime 
we’re lending sunshine and light to 
the corridors of sundry public schools. 


“Education is not intended to make| And confidentially this is the first 
lawyers or clergymen, soldiers or|time we’ve ever admitted being “lit 


time enough, if|schoolmasters, farmers or artisans,| up.” 


Professionally yours, 
Fora AND FAUNA 


——— 


W. A. -A. 

It has been said that opportunity 
only knocks once, but for those who 
like sports, opportunity knocks every 
Wednesday and Thursday during 
sixth hour. Hockey and Badminton 
have been played, and it is expected 
that Soccer might also be played 
later. 

On Thursday, November 18th, at 
assembly, a sports rally was held. 
At that time, the new students were 
divided into blue and gold teams. 

The blue team holds the honors 
at present, and hopes to hold them 
in the future. However, only time 
will tell! 


Congrats’ - - 
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1) 
Temple for their fine musical pro- 
gram which was immensely enjoyed. 

to Miss Kittredge for the way she 
manages to feed the student body. 
Especially in these times. 

to Venise for her unique manner 
of entertaining us in the lounge. 

to Ed. McGee. With Ed over there, 
we're bound to come through with 
flying colors. 

to Joan Smith. Not many of us 
realize the pleasure to be derived 
from getting a perfect score on Dr. 
Winslow’s exams. 

to the S.T.C. staff of janitors for 
their constant willingness to cooper- 
ate. 

to Miss West. If ever you find 
yourself faced with financial prob- 
lems, her little notebook has all the 
answers. 

to Walter Rice for leading his 
footsteps back to S.T.C. 

to the All College Dance commit- 
tee for making it the success that it 
was. 

to all the students who are helping 
to build morale by writing to our 
boys in the service. 


Le Cercle Francais Opens 

Year With Gala Meeting 

Le Cercle Frangais, following the 
motto of Anatole France, “‘S’instruire 
en s’amusant” (Laugh while you 
learn), opened the year with a meet- 
ing of songs and games. A serious 
note was added by the pledge of 
loyalty to the Cercle, taken by the 
new members. 

At the second meeting a program 
of “Information Please,” charades, 
and folksongs, arranged by the Soph- 
omores, was enjoyed by the club. 
The meeting ended with the singing 
of “La Marseillaise.” 

Plans were made for the Christmas 
program, which is one of the high- 
lights of the yearly activities of the 
Cercle. The Cercle has chosen to 
present a short play based on the 
old French legend of “Le Jongleur 
de Notre Dame,” or “Our Lady’s 
Tumbler.” 

The traditional Christmas tree and 
visit of Pére Noel, as well as the 
singing of carols will complete the 
program. 


“Every man’s life is a fairy tale 
written by God’s fingers.” 
—Hans Christian Andersen 


“for these friends (books) are 
more delighted by the tranquillity of 
retirement than with the tumult of 
society.” 


Thanks to the Yanks 
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1) 

Gp. (A.P.O. 929) Co. P.M. 

San Francisco, California. 

Pyt. Paul Evans, 31186503; 

Co. F., 3651 S.U. AS.T.P., 

R.O.T.C, 4th Platoon, 

University of Michigan, 

Ann Arbor, Michigan. 

Pic. Warren Hultquist, 31259296; 

AS.T.U. (S T A R) S.C.U. #3702 

Co. A., Ag. College, University of 
Nebraska, 

Lincoln, Nebraska. 

Corp. John Melia, 

Hd. Co., 2nd Batt., 360th Infantry, 

A.P.0.98 98th Division, U. S. Army 

31185718, Co. P. Mass. 

Nashville, Tennessee. 

Sgt. Leo. J. Charbonneau, 31075721; 

Law Enforcement Group F, Hdq. 

Com’d A.P.0.600, M.B.S. 

c/o Postmaster, New York, N. Y. 

Pfc. Robert J. Fox, 

U. S. Marine Corps, Co, K, 3rd 

Battalion, 8th Marine, c/o Post 

Office Fleet Marine, 

San Francisco, California. 

Aviation Cadet Charles H. Farnum, 

Batt. 32, Co. 1, Mangum Hall, Room 

205, U.S. Navy Pre-Flight, Platoon 1 

Chapel Hill, North Carolina. 


‘Lieut. F. Edmund McGee, 0-800910; 


A.P.O. 12350 B. A. Postmaster, 
New York, N. Y. 

“Remember—if you don’t write, 
you’re wrong.” 


“What the country needs is dirtier 
finger-nails and cleaner minds.” 
—Will Rogers. 


“Christianity has not been tried 
and found wanting: it has been found 
difficult and NOT tried.” 

—G. K. Chesterton. 
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Buy 
War 
Stamps 
and 
Bonds 
for 


, Victory 


—Plutarch \WE CHE HE Mw % an 


